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feeds upon the blood and tissues of the patient and fights hard to maintain its ground. It buries itself in the bc:l", builds itself a fortress, and fights back. So has the disease of power-politics built itself a beautiful mansion called the Hall of Geopolitics, before whose portal stands the statue of a naked lady, Science, stolen from the Natural Museum, and on whose frieze stand the sacrile^eous inscriptions of Bacon, Linaeus, Leibnitz, Humboldt, Hegel, Wagner, and Darwin. It has shining corridors and a bright library and a sea of archives in well-numbered dossiers, and clean, white-tiled latrines. For anything worthy of the name of science now has clean, white-tiled latrines. How Darwin and Linnaeus and Humboldt ever became scientists and discovered things without these latrines is still one of the unsolved mysteries of modern scientific history.
We can now well let alone the special champions of Anglo-American dominion, for there is sufficient material on every hand, and one does not usually try to show a a whole desert, after showing a corner of it. Rather should we hurry our steps and examine where the deep-rooted sores of our spirit lie, and diligently search until we have found the source of infection. We may conveniently take geopolitics as such an affection of die spirit; we shall turn it about until we see what makes modern men think the way we do.
For geopolitics is, after all, a kind of philosophy and Weltanschauung, a thing of the mind, where Nazi scholars and anti-Nazi scholars meet and shake hands in profound admiration of one another. It is out of such minds, out of the character of modern scholarship, that modern power politics grows, flourishes and has its being. In Professor Nicholas John Spyknian we have the foremost geopolitician in America today and therefore a fair specimen, not of $11 college minds, but